A   WINDOW    IN    THRUMS

" ' Ye  maun ken her weel/  my
persisted,  'to be carryin' aboot her glove;
I'm dootin' yer gey fond o' her, Jamie ?'

" ' Na/ said Jamie, ' am no. There's BO
naebody I care for like yersel, mother/

" ' Ye wouldna carry aboot onything o'
mine, Jamie/ my mother said; but he says,
' Oh, mother, I carry aboot yer face wi* i&e
aye; an* sometimes at nicht I kind o* greet
to think o' ye/

** Ay, after that Fve nae doot he was sittitf
wi' his ainns aboot her. She didna tell me
that, but weel he kens it's what she likes, an' '
she maks nae pretence o' it's no bein\ But
for a' he said an' did, she noticed him put the
glove back in his inside pouch.

" ' It's wrang o' me, Jamie/ she said, ' but
I canna bear to think o1 ye carryin' that aboofc
sae carefu'. No, I canna help it/

" Weel, Jamie, the crittur, took it cot o* his
pouch, an' kind o1 hesitated. Syne he lays*!
OB the back o* the fire, an; they sat thegitte
gloweriu* at it.